note of gratitude goes to James P. Finley, the archivist at the Fort Huachuca Museum Archives. In addition to providing material resources for the book, Finley took me on a tour of many of the existing World II-era barracks, chapels, and dwellings on the base, which helped me to envision the world in which African American World War II veterans and their families lived and labored. Finally, I would like to especially thank Ruth Hodge, Richard Sommers, Tom Sweeney, and William Stoft at the United States Army Military History Institute at Carlisle Barracks, Pennsylvania, for their generosity and resourcefulness in assisting my research.
Special thanks go to the Horace H. Rackham School for Graduate Studies at the University of Michigan for funding my graduate study and research. I am also grateful to Wayne State University and the University of Iowa for providing summer research support for additional research and travel needed to revise the manuscript. Both institutions also provided me with timely semester sabbaticals to work through major portions of the book. Finally, gratitude must be extended to the Obermann Center for Advanced Studies at the University of Iowa and the Franklin and Eleanor Roosevelt Institute for providing grants-in-aid and fellowships that greatly facilitated the research and writing of this book.
To the hundreds of 93rd Infantry Division World War II veterans and their families I owe the very existence of this book. I shall always be indebted to Thomas White, Benjamin T. Layton, Francis Ellis, Clarence Ross, Vincent Browne, Jean Hunton, Pauline Redmond Coggs, Walter Sanderson, John Marshall, and George Nicholas, all of whom passed away before the publication of this book. Over the years, an ever-widening circle of former GIs and soldier's family members contributed greatly to my thinking on black World War II veterans and their activities; among them are John Howard and family, Alvirita Little, Irma Jackson Cayton Wertz, Henry "Hank" Williams, Herbert Hall, James Whittico, Nelson Peery, Reuben Fraser and family, George Leighton, Leo Logan, General Jerry S. Addington, Freida Greene and family, Elliotte Williams, James "Big Jim" Queen, William Brooks, Colonel (Ret.) Major Clark, Jehu Hunter, Arnett Hartsfield and family, Julius Young and family, Robert Johnson, Julius Thompson, Bennie Etters, Asberry McGriª, Clarence Gaines and family, Willard Jarrett, Percy Roberts, Edward Carr and family, Raymond Jenkins, Teddie Kemp, and George Shuªer. The people in this group not only took the time to talk with me but also provided many personal documents, thoughtful commentary, and timely corrections. Quite a few even went to their own attic or basement and to city hall to retrieve precious material to share with me. And to the large number of veterans and soldier's family members whose names don't appear in this acknowledgment, I hope they clearly see that their fingerprints are all over this book. It is dedicated to them.
Veterans organizations that were gracious enough to freely oªer their time and encouragement include the Huachucans Veterans Association; the 93rd Infantry "Blue Helmet" Association; the Disabled American Veterans; the Washington, D.C., chapter of the 555th Parachute Infantry Association (the "Triple Nickles"); the American Veterans of World War II, Korea, and Vietnam; the American Veterans Committee; the Blinded Veterans Association; the Retired O‹cers Association; the Black Military History Institute of America; the 92nd Infantry Division Association; the Women's Army Corps Foundation; and the Organization of African American Veterans of the United States. The Huachucans deserve special thanks because they watched the research and writing of this book grow from an undeveloped idea to an unwieldy dissertation to, finally, a publishable manuscript.
Discussions with colleagues at the institutions at which I was employed contributed to the completion of the book. At Wayne State University, I benefited greatly from conversations with Allan Raucher, Christopher Johnson, Melvin Small, and Elizabeth Faue. After I moved on to the University of Iowa, examples of collegiality and fonts of moral support reached new heights, as I had the good fortune to befriend Kenneth Cmiel, Stephen Vlastos, Colin Gordon, Shelton Stromquist, Mark Peterson, Linda Kerber, Michaeline Crichlow, James Giblin, Allen Roberts, and Peter Nazareth. I owe special thanks to Leslie Schwalm, whose scholarship on war, race, and gender greatly influenced the reconceptualization of this book and whose o‹ce discussions are greatly missed.
Often mentorship and friendship are overstated. But I have had the best of both worlds. At the University of Michigan, I had the opportunity to work with a host of historians whose research and writing have served as examples of the finest scholarship in the profession. I reserve the greatest accolades for John Shy, Earl Lewis, and Robin Kelley because they taught me how to be a serious historian and careful scholar. John always advised me to let the "veterans see themselves" in the story. And I would like to especially acknowledge the "Master Storytellers" Earl and Robin, who taught me more about seeing and listening to the complex nuances of African American history than they will ever know. Roger Hackett, Thomas Collier, Jonathan Marwil, Thomas Burkman, Alfred Rollins, and Brian Linn stoked my curiosity about East Asian history, New Deal studies, and military studies and blanched my ambitions with a cold dash of reality when I tended to lose focus along the way.
Katherine Beard, Richard Breaux, Jennifer Harbour, Lionel Kimble, Junko Kobayashi, and Vanessa Shelton, former graduate students at Wayne State Uni-versity and the University of Iowa, challenged me during our discussions of African American history and probably taught me more lessons about heeding the ironies of history than I imparted to them. Others who heard about or read more parts of the book and helped shaped its inner workings include Bernard Nalty, Craig Cameron, John Dittmer, Quintard Taylor, Gerald Horne, Marc Gallicchio, Nicholas Cullather, Susan Smith, Angelita Reyes, Jennifer Keene, Dale Wilson, Bruce Fehn, Kimberley Phillips, Joyce Thomas, and Selika Ducksworth-Lawton. In some cases, they saw chapters of the manuscript even when they consisted of only a paragraph. And I'm pleased to reserve special recognition for Deborah Gershenowitz, who played an important role in the development of this book, providing a careful reading and kind words of encouragement throughout the process. Finally, special gratitude goes to my circle of friends: Frank "Micki" and Irene Schubert, Ken Gatlin, Guthrie "Guy" Ramsey, Hurley "Lee" Freeman, and Claude Clegg, from whom I have gathered strength to press on when the book seem to stall or who simply provided precious moments of levity when it was needed.
I am grateful to my editor, Robert J. Brugger, and the fine copyediting staª at the Johns Hopkins University Press for displaying extraordinary patience with a work that took too long to complete. Fighting for Hope stands as a living testament to their enthusiasm, generosity, and understanding. Heartfelt thanks are reserved for Grace Carino and the anonymous reader for the Johns Hopkins University Press who gave the manuscript a meticulous reading, saving me from numerous embarrassing assertions and stylistic lapses. I oªer much praise to this talented group of people. Despite the help and encouragement of all involved, I alone am responsible for any mistakes or weaknesses.
Finally, the loving words of thanks cannot even come close to expressing the deep, abiding appreciation I have for the lifeblood of my being: my family. Much joy and happiness go to my growing extended family of grandmothers, brothers, sisters, aunts, uncles, cousins, nephews, nieces, and in-laws. Special insight into the project was provided by my grandfather, whose endless stories about his World War II experiences captivated a young boy from South Carolina. I also wish to pay tribute to the memory of my father, Robert Jeªerson Sr., whose dreams have now become a reality. And there will always be a special place in my heart for my grandmother Queen Esther Douglas; my mother, Lillie Lane; and my aunt Lowarn Carter, whose love, inspiration, and wisdom have served as the guiding star in my intellectual development. Their examples have bolstered my spirit both in times of joy and happiness and through moments of loneliness and self-doubt. Since I began this project many years ago, my father-in-law and mother-in-law sustained me, nourishing my body and mind with good food and stimulating conversation. I benefited especially from the enthusiasm and adventurous spirit exhibited by my father-in-law, Henry Jessie, whose injunctions sent me into revision mode on countless occasions. My greatest thanks go to my wife, Lisa, who is my life partner, coauthor, and co-pilot, not to mention my staunchest ally and most tireless critic. Finally, to my son, Evan: the intellectual and personal odyssey that started when he was just a toddler has been a road marked by a thousand tour guides and very few maps. No more road trips, son, I promise!
